J^             THE   GRASSLEYES   MYSTERY
He rose to his feet, Granet, who had followed his
example, found himself studying with as much
alarm as a brave man can feel the change in his
vis-a-vis's expression. Mr. Spenser was no longer
the suave man of affairs temporarily disconcerted
by the loss in somewhat dramatic circumstances of
a valued client and friend. There was something in
his eyes, something in the twitch of his lips, which
was almost akin to lunacy. It was the expression of
a man desperate with fear yet determined. His hand
had strayed for a moment into the top drawer of
the desk at which he had been seated. Granet leaned
forward curiously, but the next second Spenser's
left hand shot out towards the table lamp and they
were plunged into darkness. The room was large,
the windows small and closely curtained and the
darkness seemed to possess a strangely enveloping
quality. Even the somewhat bulky form of  the
house-agent seemed to have faded into complete
obscurity. Then Granet heard his voice. He must
have stolen away from his place at the desk. The
voice came from somewhere near the middle of the
apartment. The tone of it was apologetic and al-
most gentle.
"Sorry, I forgot you don't know your way about
this room as I do. Will you turn on the light your-
self or can you find your way to the door? Tm go-
ing to let you out.*9
Granet opened his lips to reply and suddenly
closed them again. Every now and then in life he
had trodden on the mantle of adventure. He re-
membered a room suddenly dark in a far-away